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" You will do well to go to Bourbon until my return from Flanders,"
He left on the following day, and the same day I took my departure. I went to spend a week at my little convent of Saint-Joseph, where the ladies, who thought I was still in favour, received me with marks of attention and their accustomed respect. On the third day, the Prioress, announcing herself by my second waiting-woman, came to present me with a kind of petition or prayer, which, I confess, surprised me greatly, as I had never commissioned anyone to practise severity in my name.
A man, detained at the Bastille for the last twelve years, implored me in this document to have compassion on his sufferings, and to give orders which would strike off his chains and irons.
"My intention," he said, "was not, madam, to offend or harm you. Artists are somewhat feather-headed, and I was then only twenty." This petition was signed "Hathelin, prisoner of State." I had my horses put in my carriage at once, and betook myself to the Chateau of the Bastille, the governor of which I knew.e not added a word. We shall see soon how Madameofrisk of somewhatmy dear Marquise ? "  I  said at  once to Madame
